A MATTER OF FORM
the Rolls, and nothing remained to be done but
partake of the lavish refreshment which our friends
had prepared in the place of a stirrup-cup. Upon this
we wasted ten minutes, because we had hurt them
enough: then we got into the car and, promising
faithfully to visit them very soon, we left the two honest
souls in the mouth of the inn, the woman weeping,
with her apron over her head, and the man with his
arm about her, trying to lend her a comfort he did not
know.
We took the road for Mittal, whence a train would
leave for Villach soon after midday, Olivia would
alight at VUlach, to take-up the trunks she had left
there two days before, and from there she would travel
to Salzburg by the evening express. Since she was to
go, it was best that she went at once: and though I
implored her to let me drive her to Villach, I knew in
my heart that I had not the time to spare.
" My dear, don't be fantastic," was all she said.
I had not the heart to talk, though the miles went
by: and she, beside me, said nothing, although,
indeed, there was so much to be said.
We were less than three miles from Mittal before
she opened her mouth.
"Will you give me your cigarette-case ? "
I took it out of my pocket and put it into her hand.
She took the parchment slip from her dress and slid
it carefully under the cigarettes.
" Did you see what I did ? "
" Yes, Olivia/1
She closed the case and offered it to me again.
As I took it, I touched her cool fingers . . .
I shall always believe that that contact taught me
the way—released that extravagant notion which
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